‘T"ve been in town a month or two—

“Between two buildin’s, an’ this fall

. dier servant made up his

. sword here plenty good enough;
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“MUST GIT 'BACK.”

: Come here expectin’ I might stay
Bout all my fays with little Sue—
An’' even yit, perhaps, I may.

Fur she hangs 'round my neck so tight
Tha't. though I know I orter pack,
I can't raise the spunk to say to-night:

"I must git back.”

They make it pleasant fur me here,
B_ue an’ her husband, I must own.
An. sence ma’'s gone, it would appesr
I'm better off than I'd be home.
But I dunno; to settle down

I some way can't jist git the xnack.
An' now, ’fore winter gits aroun’

I must git back.

It seems ungrateful like, T know;

Fur when I come-—the very night—
The things she’d brought from Cedar row
Was the first things to meet my sight.
“Eee, dad,” she cried, * 'tis just the same—

Your slippers, pipe, and chair and sack.”
Why, sir, the thought that minute came:
“I must git back.”

Why, bless your soul, this ain’t no place
Fur an old chap as rough as me:

There ain’t enough of air or space
Or elbow-room—fur's I can see.

‘Why, I have watched the sky through all
This Injun summer through a crack

I'm goin’ back.

It's lonesome on the farm, I know,
Now that I'll have to stay alone;
But ma’d be sure to feel jest so
An’ long, as I do, fer her own.
I b’lieve when I hev piled the wood
Upon the hearth, a blazin’ stack,
If there was jest a way she could,
That she'd come back.

Mebbe she can: 1 ain’'t so wise
That I can say such things that can’t be:
There may be things hid from my eyes
That's meant to be a help to me.
So I'll go home an’' sort o' wait,
An’ if there's any path or track,
Why, mother'll find it, soon or late—
An' come right back.
—Chicago Journal.

GAPTAIN GLOSE

BY CAPTAIN CIIARLES KING.

|Copyright, 1894, by J. B. Lippincott Co.]

IV.—CoxNTINCUED.

No wonder the fellows wondered
what Close did with his money. A sol-
room and
blacked his boots; a company laundress
washed the very few items sent to her
each week, and declared that the cap-
tain stopped the price of two paus of
gioves out of her wages because she
wore the thumb off one of them serub-
bing the dirt off the other. He never
went to theater, opera, or other diver-

sion; never took part in any of the

gayetics of the garrison; never sub-
scribed for a nmewspaper or magazine,
but was always on hand to get first Jook
at those service journals which were
intended for the post library. He
smoked an old Black brier-root pipe,
whickh he charged with commissary plug
tobacco, preferring it to all others. He
chewed tobacco—navy plug—and did
not, care who knew it. He shaved him-
self, and when his hair needed trimming
it was done by the company barber.
He had no bills. He would be neither
borrower nor—well, there was some talk
about his lending money on unimpeach-
able security and usurious interest. but
to those officers who applied. either in
jest or earnest, he said he never had a
cent to lend and wouldn’t lend it if he

“Why, yon may not get back in a
week,” persisted Close. “There’s no
tellin’ where those fellows have run to.
You ought to have some suitable ciothes
for this sort o’ work—Ilike mine.”

“I've got something different, but I
thought we were needed at once.”

“So you be, ’éordin’ to what this gen-
tleman says. It looks like they must
have stirred up quite a row; but you
needn’t worry. There’ll be no trouble
once they see the regulars, and if there
should be, you've got me an’ the hull
company to draw on.” And Close’s
face fairly brightened up for the min-
ute. “There's your squad ready.
Parm’lee’ll tell you whatl-e wants done.
Reck’'lect, if there's any trouble you
draw on me.”

“I shall need some money, I'm afraid,
if we're gone any time. That's the first
thing I'll have to draw for.”

Close’s countenance fell. “Ten dol-
lars ought to be 'nuff for yon anywhere
here. I could get along with fifty
cents,” said he, slowly. Suddenly he
bright‘ened up again

“Just citdown an’ makeout them mile-
age accounts ¢’ yours., Here, sergeant,
vou and this gentleman go on with the
squad. Take the couniy road. The
lieutenant’ll overtake you. Sit right
down over there in Sergt. Burns’ tent,
lieutenant; he’s got all the blanks and
things. Never made out a mileage ac-
count? Here, I'll show you.”

And while Close slowly began his eal-
culations, the squad under Sergt. Me-
Bride tramped cut upon the dusty red
road, most of the men following as
ihough te see them around the bend,
while Lambert, vaguely troubled, and
feeling, somehow, that ke ought to be
with his detachment even though his
superior officer called him back, stood
looking anxiously after them.

“I thought you had twenty or so lefi
in vour wallet, lieutenant,” said Close.
“Just look, will you? You needn’t be
in any horry. McBride knows just what
to do. 1'd change them clothes if Iwas
you.”

Lambert had slipped his hand into his
breastpocket, then began searching the
others. All in vain; the little, flat
pocketbook was gone; and now 1t
flashed aeross his mind that he must
have whisked it out with his handker-
chief, which he carried, after the West
Point fashion of those days, in the
breast of his coat, just after he started
on the run back to camp. Even as he
began to tell of his loss the men came
| springing down the bank and bursting
' through the bushes in their haste to
reach their arms and equipments.

“What’s up row?"” hailed Close, still
slowly writing and never moving from
his seat.

“Firing over near town, sir,
a sergeant.

“That so?"” asked the veteran, impez-
turbably. *“Gei ‘em under arms, ser-
geant. Guess you'd better catch up
with MeBride, lieutenant,” said he to
Lambert, whose boyish face could no!
but betray his excitement. “Hold on a
second,” he shouted, for Lambert ha:l
darted at the word. “Wait, licutenant!”
shouted Burns, and, wondering, Lam-
bert looked back. Close was holding
out the pen to him.
| “Sign these, first off. will you?" said
he,

(11

called

had.

Then what on earth did Clese do with
his money?

Much of this was told to Lambert in
New Orleans. More of it he learned
later. On this particular day he
destined to have another peep into the
peculiarities of this most unwnsual char-
acfer.

He had walked perhaps half a mile,
revolving these matters in his mind
and keepiug occasional lookout for Par-
melee’s (which was evidently further
away than he had been led to suppose),
when he heard some one shouting after
him. It was a soldier, running hard,
and in 8 moment Lambert recognized in
him the affable corporal who was the
first to receive him that morning. This
time the corporal saluted as he cgme,
panting, to a halt. Possibly Sergt.
durns had been giving the company a
“pointer.”

“Did anybody pass you, lieutenant 2—
anybody on horseback™”’

“No.” answered Lambert, wondering
what now might be coming

“Well, cap says—er rather—the cap-
fain wants you to come back. Didn’t
nobody go along here a-horseback?”
And the corporal was evidently per-
plexed as well as nearly breathless.
*By gad, I thought 'twas ta kin’ chanees,
even for the two of us. Twoof 'em rode
‘n an’ sassed cap right to his face an’
were off before a man of us could draw
bead on ‘em.”

“Who are they?”

“Some of the very crowd Parmelece
sabbed last night. They must have cut
across at the ford. They've finished
him, T reckon, for one of 'em was ridin’
Lis horse.”

In ten minutes Lambert was back at
camp, where all was bustle and sup-
pressed execitement. Close was seated
at his tent. smeoking imperturbably, and
listening to the tremulous words of a
tall, sallow civilian who was leaning
against the shoulder of a panting mule.
McBride, rifle in hand and equipped for
field service, was closely inspecting the
kit and ecartridge boxes of a squad of a
dozen men already formed.

“Lieutenant,” said Close, “I've got to
sond von with a detachinent over to the
cmmi_v jail. How soon can you get
ready 2"

Lambert felt a sudden odd, choky sen-
sation at the throat, and was conscious
that his knees were tremulous.  It.was
his first call, mind you, and it was sud-
den and vague. The symptoms made
him farious. y

“I'm ready now.” he said, reaching for
his handsome sash and belt, and d_isap-
pearing an instant within his tent-door.

“Ain’t you got some ord-nery thm_gs.?
You don’t want to wear such trappms’,
as them. I've got a sash an’ belt t::l}
anc

you can haye 'em for half what they

cost.” B R
»] prefer using these, captain,” sai¢

w:.

Wiks

V.

Long before they reached the publis
square the firing had ceased. Overtak-
ing his little ccmmand, which the ser-
geant had wisely halted “for orders”
as soon as the shots were heard, Lam-
bert led them at double tim~.

“Put a stop to anything they're
I'll be after you with the whole com-
pany.” Close Lad shouted after him
The deputy marshal had disappeared.

“Mr. Parmelee somewhere ahead?”
panted the lieuienant to the sergeant
trotting by his side.

“Somewhere behind, sir,
gallopin’ in after we get
haps.”

The road led into town from the
northeast. Lambert could see the rail-
way embankment and the old wooden
bridge before they rounded the tura
from which they came in sight of the
bellfry and the roofs. Somebody had
begun to ring the bell, and there came
the sound of shouting with an occasioi-
al shrill yell. . Then mor* shots, a
short sputterinz fusillade, and more
shouts, suggestively derisiveand farther
away.

at,

there—per-

“What's going on, do you suppose ™™
asked Lambert of his bulky secoad in
command; and McBride, with one hand
steadying the absurd long sword then
worn by our sergeants, and the other
clamping his rifle at the right shoulder,
puffingly answered:

“*Havin’ some fun with the sheriff.
He had a nigger posse guardin’ the jail.
IFollkks wouldn’t stand it.”

Another minute of running brought
them to the outskirts of the straggling
town. Women and children cowd be
seen peering excitedly towards the
square. Two very small boys, hearing
the heavy tramp, tramp of the infantry,
turned and scutftied away for the shel-
ter of an open door. Three hundred
vards ahead a man in his shirt sleeves

at the coming squad and popped back
again. When Lambert, leading his men
by a dozen paces, came dancing around
that same corner and found himself at
the northeast angle of the plaza, this
same citizen was seated on the neares|
porch, pilacidly smoking a ecrn-cob pipe
and reading a newspaper, his boots
braced against a wooden pillar and his
chair tilted back against the wall
In similar attitudes of exaggerated
calm, farther along in the direction of

gentlemen of Tugaloo. Only around
Cohen’s mercantile emporium was there
faintest sign of excitement. There one
or two trembling, pallid clerks wer:
bustling about and putting up th2
shutters. The gang of negroes ordina-
rily loafing around the plaza had totallv
vanished. Lambert, expecting to fin
himself in the presence of a surging
mob, came to a sudden holt in sheer
surprise. The squad “slowed down" at

He'll come !

popped around a corner, looked keenly.

the post office. were one or two other |

a sign from their sergeant, and then,

closing up their rank, marched silently
ahead in quick time.

“Where’s the jail 2"’ asked Lambert of
his subordinate.

“Round there behind the next cerner,
s'r, where the bell is.”

Three or four promincnt citizens
came strolling out of the saloon near
the post office, their hands in their
pockets and quids of exaggerated size
in their cheeks. The bet!, under the
impulse of unseen hands, was still vio-
jently ringing; otherwise an almost
Sabbath stillness pervaded the town of
Tugaloo. At the corner lay a gaunt
auadruped, blood trickling from its nos-
trils and from a shot-ho'e in the side—
sole indication of recent battle. The
»ail door stood obliquely open to the de-
clining sun. The barred windows were
tightly closed.

“‘Put a stop to anything they're at’ ™
repeated Lambert to himself. “But
what arz they at? How on earthean 1
find out?”

Like those of the jai! behind it the
windows of the little mceting house
were ¢losed, and apparently boarded up
from within. The doutle doors
tront were tightly shut and decorated
in one or two places with bullet holes.
The bell kept up its furious din. “Ham-
mer the door wilth the butt of your
rifle,” said the lieutenant, annoyed to
see that such of the populace as began
to appear were looking on in unmistak-
able amusement.

“Guess they're all down in the cellar,
lieutenant,” said a tall civilian. “Want
any of ’em? Reckon they’'ll come up 'f
vou'll tell Squire Parmeclee to shout.
Don’t seem to see him, though.” And
the grinning countryman was present-
ly joined by one or two of his friends.
Lamber? simply did not know what to
make of the situation. Sergt. Me-
Bride was going around hammering at
one shutter after another and mutter-
ing about “darned fools inside.” A cor-
poral with two men had exploied the
two rooms of the primitive building
used as a jail, and now came out o say
there was nobody there, which feemed
to tickle the fancy of the rallying pop-
alace. Still the bell kept up its deafen-
ing clamor and Lambert was waxing
both nervous and indignant. The ab-
cence of the civil officers of the law—
the deputy msaeshal or sheriff—ren-
dered him practically powerless to aet.
He could not pitch into the people for
standinge around with their hands in
their peckets and looking amused.
There wans nathing hostile or threaten-
ing in their manner. They were even
disposed to be friendly—uas when they
saw Lambert take a riflec with evident
intention of battering in the docr, they
shouted {o him in genuine concern:
“Don’t do that, lientenaut. Those fel-
lows will be shootin’ up through the
floor nexv. The squire’ll be along pres-
ently. iet him do it.”

Presently the squire did come, stiil
“white about the gills,” as a sergeant

“Hammer the door with tha butt of your rifle.’

muttered: and him Lambert angrily ac-
costed:

“What do vou want us to do, Mr.
Parmeles? We've liere several
minuntes with nobody to report to.”

been:

dered to © man,” eried Parmelee, sliding
off his mule and handing the reins to a
soldier, who ecoolly transferred them
to the nearest post. *“Can’t vou make
'em hear. McBride?”

“Not il they're all den,” answered
the secgeant, “Which
corpse iz pullin’ the bell rope?’ At
this unfeeling remark the populace
again began to laugh.

“Oh, you'll pay for this, you fellows!”
‘remblingly shouted Parmelee to the
grinning group across the streot. “if
there’s 'aw in Washingion and power
1o back it, yvou'll keteh held,”

“Whawt's been the marter, squire?”

disgustediy.,

body hurt, is there? |1
nothin’ ¢f any row.”

ain't

mule and to some significant shot holes
at the corner. *I s'pose you'll deny
shootin’ er hearin' any sLootin’—next.,”

“Shoo:«in’? Shootin’ round hyuh?
Why, dozgone 'f that ain’t the queerest
thing! 1 thought I heard somebody
pullin’ off a pistol awhile ago. Don’t
vou remcmber, major? I reckon 'twas
sou I was talkin’ with at the time—I1
said there was a shot fired. P'raps
that's what killed Poits’ old mule out
yuh”

"1;‘01- heaveq's sake, man,” mutiered
[Lamberi, “stop that infernal bell and
your own jaw. Can’t you see they’'re

Just laughing at you?” and Parmelee
evidentlys did.
“Ay God, lieutenant! they've mobbe-l

the jail, let loose three of the worst
scoundrels eve;r went unbhung, and
killed the officers of the law.  They

onght to be arrested right here—every
one of them—'stead of standin’ there
insultin’ the United States government,

If Capt. Close was here he'd have ‘e

in in less than a minute.”

“He'll be here presently, if you want

any arresting done. Meantime, the only
row is that which your people seem to
be making. Can't you stop that?”

“1 s'poze. my poor fel:ows are mur- |

T .

Parmelee looked helpiess and de-
spondent, “Somethin’s got to be done,”
he said, “or these rebels’ll ride right
over you. Why, every man you see's
had a hand in this jail delivery. W had
great trouble ‘restin’ those three
scoundrels: the marshal’s been after
’em & month, and he ought to have met
us here, °’s I telegraphed him. We
fetched ’em here at four o’'cloecis this
mornin’, an’ not a soul in Tugaloo knew
anything about it,an’ the soldiers ought
to have stood by us until the marshal
came. ’Stead of that, they wen®on to
camp and left us all alone, and just as
soon as these people found out who
were jailed an’ saw we had no soldiers
to guard 'em, why, I conldn’t do nothin".
They just took my horse and—they'd
have hung me, I s'pose, if I'd been fool
enough to stay. 1 just 'scaped with mx
life. =You've just got here, lieu*2nant.
You don’t begin to know what a hell-
hole this is. These penple are the wors:
kind o' rebs. Capt’'n Close—even he
wouldn’t b’lieve it, but T reckon he does
now, after the tongue-lashin’ them fel
lers gave him—""

But Mr. Parmelee’s deseription of the
situation was interrupted by the com-
ing of Capt. Close himself. Dressed
precisely as when Lambert had last
seen him at camp, with no more sem
blance of rank or authority than was
to be found in a weather-beaten pair of
shoulder-straps on his cheap flannel
blouse, without sash or sword, but with
a huge army “Colt” strapped about his
waist, the commander of the company
came sirolling around the corner of the
jail, leoking curiously about its door an?
windows as though in search of signs
of the recent affray.

“Thought yon told me they’d shot
the door into tooth-picks,” said he. *I
don’t see no signs of buliats.”

“Come round here an’ you'l! see ‘em.
[ wasn’t goin’ to let my men be shot like
cattle in a pen. T got ’em out o’ there
soon "s we saw the erowd a-comin” "

“Then you didn't even show fight—
didn’t even attempt to hold your prison-
ars?” exclaimed Close, in high dudgeon,
“Why, great Peter! man. your birds just
walked ont without anyone’s helpin'
'em. You and your cowardly gang
walked off and let 'em go; an’ they’ve
taken our mule. That’s the worst of it
—taken our mule to replace that dam
carcass there, that b'longed to the
father of one of the boys you brought
in this mornin’. He told the truth ‘bout
it then, when he rode intocamp an’ said
vour posse had shot his mule an’ threat-
ened to shoot him. What sort of a sand-
heap were you raised on. anyhow?
Why, 'f a baby in the town I com: from
had shown as little grit as vou and yonr
folks have, its own mother would have
drowned it in the mill-race.”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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MADE IT A MILK STEW.

The Cannibal Chief Gratified the Last
Wish of Hig Fair Victim.

She was fair to look upon. Waves of
chestnut hair swept over her blanched
face like breakers over glistening sands
under a summer sun. Her bejeweled
fingers were clasped in supplication and
her brown eyes were filled with tears.

The cannibal chief gazed down upon
her. The gloating of a thirst for human
gore sent the warm blood rioting
through his evil face. He drew his
knotted war c¢lub and sent it swinging
in concentric circles around his fuzzy,
wool-tossed head.

“Monsieur will not spare me?" asked
the fair music hall singer, once the
beautiful idol of Paris.

She had charmed men by her magic
sway and as she spoke the rugged fea-
tures of the swart chieftain relaxed.
A kindly light came into his albumenous
eyes,

“Ah, you pitee,” sighed the maiden.
“Spare me life, monsienr.”

Amoslalsidecus, leader of the eanni-
bals, faltered.

A rattle of stewpans filled his ears and
fork and knife rang against delftware
plates with portentous sound. His fol-
lowers clamored for human stew and
would not be gainsaid.

“Impossible,” he said, and swung the
great war elub high in the air.

“Then, monsieur,” sighed the maiden,
“l make bnt um last—vhat you call
heem ?—un request before I die.”

“Woman,” made answer the lord ol
the cannibals, “name the boon you
crave and it shall be yours.”

The fair singer toved with a wisp ol
her chestnutty hair and her young soul
welled up from the limpid depths of her
tear-filled eyves.

“Eet ees, monsieur,” she said, “zaf
eef vou must eat me, zat I be boiled in
meelk!”—N. Y. Herald.

A Wonderful Flower.

asked a citizen, soothingiv. “Ain'tany- |
heard

Parme.ce pointed to the carcass of the

N residing it the’ time.—Chicago News.

The Flor del Espiritu Santo, or Hely
Ghost flower, found in the region of
the Isthmus of Panama, has within it:
petals the perfect image of a dove. The
lenves are very pale green in color, ax
' 1longh in harmony with the delicate
purity of the blessom, which is of ala-
baster whiteness. In the center of tha
blossom. nestling in its very heart, is
the perfeet image of a dove. Right in
the cup of the blossom, with the snow*
| white canopy about it, rests this wone
drous imags, its delicately-molded wing's
drooping, half-extended at its side, it
| wold-tinted head bent slightly forward.
and its tiny, erimson-tipped bill almost
touching its snowy breast.—Cincinnati
Snquirer.

Telegrapher 1o the Qaern.

There are few appointments at coury
in England entailing »n greater degres
of labor and discretion thn: that of
chief telegraplier to the queen, an of
fice which has just been conferred upon
Malcolm Riley. Her majesty’s tele
graphic correspondence. not only with
| her relatives, ministers and officials in
| the United Kingdom, but also with her
kinsfolk abroad, is something enor
mouns, and it will scarcely be credited
that she writes-nearly every messag»
in her own haad. not on blanks, but ¢i.
‘ordinary sheets of note paper, adorned

the palace where she may happen to be

-

with the royal eipher and the nafne of

CROSS AGAINST CRESCENT.

The Cause of Greece the Canse of AM
Christendom.

Crete is a little island, Greece is a lit-
tle kingdom. The cause of Greece and
of Crete is now the cause of christen-
dom, as, ages ago, the cause of all the
world was the cause of Greece and
Crete. What is Marathon? A Grecian
plain. What is Salamis? A bay in the
Aegean sea. Yet on Marathon and
Salamis once depended the political
destinies of the world. If Persian
power had prevailed all over Greece, it
wowrl] have prevailed all over Europe,
and centuries after it would bhave
crossed the Atlantic ocean.

How many people consider the polit-
ical meaning of the eastern victories of
Alexander the Great? ThLé Macedonian
conqueror, no doubt, acted from per-
sonal ambition; yet, without knowing
it, he was fighting for the salvation of
Europe. Here in America we feel to-
day the influence of the victories of Al-
exander the Great; for they were the
invineible barrier *against Asiatis pa-
ganism. Greece was, indeed, pagan at
that time; but Grecian paganism had
been touched by the Hebrew faith and
law and prophets; and more than one
Greek philosopher was in sympathy,
without knowing the cause, with the
existing and the coming revelation of
celestial grace in the Holy Land.

Where Xerxes failed, Mohammed
succeeded. He flooded southeastern
Furope with the desolating cause of
Islam. But the Christian powers of
Europe then saw their danger, and re-
sisted the Arabian flood; buisince that
time they have not done their duty.
The Crusaders should have continued
their work until the erescent was driven
out of Europe and western Astia.

On little Crete it may depend, by her
own acts, and the sympathy of brother-
hood which she excites throughont the
Christian world, to annihilate the
victory which Turkey won in 1556 over
all Christian Europe, even over her de-
fenders, England and France. The
ferirble mutiny in British India was a
direct consequence of theviciery of Tur-
key in the Crimean war and in the
treaty of Paris, for the Mohammedan
ambition of the east was excited by the
Mohammedan victory in Europe. Eng-
landaidedtowin that awful victory, and
sbe suffered the awful consequences,
Let England take warning. When the
Ottoman empire shall be broken down
forever, there will be no danger from
Mohammedan ambition in  India
Even Mohammedan fatalism will aid in
keeping the peace -throughout India.—
Tiosary Magazine.

EARLY DAYS IN WHITE HOUSE.

Mrs. Adams Made a Drying-Room for
Her Clothes of the East Room.

Congress first assembled in the new
capitol on November 17, 1800; and John
Adams, then president, took his abode
in the executive mansion. Neither the
capitol nor the executive mansion was
fully completed. The proportions of
the house seemed to Mrs. Adams as
“grand and superb.” The plan was
taken from the palace of the duke of
Leinster in Dublin. “If they will put me
up some bells and let me have wood
enough to keep fires,” wrote Mrs. Ad-
ams, “I design to be pleased.” But,
though literally in the woods, no one
could be found to cut and cart firewood,

plastering. A Pennsylvania wagon, se-
cured through a treasury clerk, deliv-
ered a cord and a half of wood, “which
is,”” wrote Mrs. Adams, *a!l we have
for this house, where 12 fires are con-
stantly required, and we are told the
roads will soon be so bad that it cannot
be drawn.”

The society ladies were “impatient
for a drawing-room” in the executive
mansion, and this when Mrs. Adams
had “no looking glasses but dwarfs,”
and “not a twentieth part lamps

no inclosure, and she made a drying-
room for her clothes of the great east
roont. The original cost of the white
| house is said to have been a little more
than $300,000. and something more than
that amount was expended in restoring
it (after its destruction by fire in 1314),
and in the building of the north and
south porticos.—Ex-President Harrison,
in Ladies’ Home Journal.

.

Barred from the Polls.
Italian Catholies are still barred from
taking part in parliamentary elections
by papal ecommand—which, according
to an ofiicial notice just published in the

gan of the vatiean, remain in full foree.
To what extent these ecclesiastical or-
ders are obeved may be judged from the
fact that not over 49 per cent. of the
registered voters went to the polls af
the last genperal eleetion. It remaips
with the pontiff to rembve this prohi-
bition when he sees fit, and to send the
Catholic electors to the urns, either in
bLahalfl of the monarchy or else of the re-
public. This condition of affairs must
therefore for a considerable time to
come influence in no small degree the
policy of the Italian governmenttoward
the church.—N. Y. Tribune.

A Remarkable Memory.

Beethoven could play. from mem-
ory, all the preludes and fugues con-
tained in Bach’s “Well-Tempered Clav-
ichord.” There are 48 preludes and the
same number of fugues, and, as each is
in the most abstruse style of counter-
»art, the difficulty of this performance
will be appreciated by every musician.
—Philadelphia Press.

Waier for Washing Silks.
Only the purest water is employed
by the Chinese in washing the fiper
grades of silk. Ordinary well water
in itg natural state is unsuitable, and
is purified by piacing a gquantity of
mollusks in it for a day. These prey
on any impure organic matter and act

as filters.—Chicago Inter Ocean.

Worst of Crities.

“Tha mar. who puts a plugged penny
on the plate,” says the Manayyok phi
#)uopher. “is usnally the severest eritic

of the sermon.”—~Thiladeiphia Record
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Osservatore Romano, the recognized or- |

The few cords of wood that had been!
provided had been expended to dry the '

snough to light the house.” There was |

[
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HUMOROQUS.

—She—"“How do you account for the
enormous increase of the English spar-
row in America?” He—*“They're too

| ugly to go on women's hats,”"—Chicage

Record.

—Mrs. Brown—*I hear that the man
Miss Gray is to marry isquite wealthy.”
Mrs, White—*"Yes, I understand that he
is in immoderate circumstances.”—
ton Transeript.

—*What kind of language was that
you were talking to baby, just now,
mamma?” said little Ethel. “That'a
baby talk, my dear,” replied the mother.
“And did I onece understand that,
mamma?”"—Yonkers Statesman.

—Precarious Marriage.—“Here’s the
account of a couple who were married
on bicycles. What on earth could have
possessed them?” “Oh, I fancy they
were trying to outdo the idiots whe
marry on four dollars a week."—De-
troit Journal.

—Philadelphia Man—*“Well, you can
mwake all the fun you want to of our
slowness, but. T know one country chap
who came here and made $500,000 in
three months.” New Yorker—*Is that
s0? How did he make it?” Philadel-
phian—*“Got a job in the mint.”"—Cinein«
nati Commercial-Tribune.

—Scene: Aldershot Maneuvers.—Sol-
dier supposed to have been wounded is
brought to surgeon’s tent by bearers,
Bearer (reporting) — “Severe scalp
wound, sir, accompanied with insen<
sibeelity.” Surgeon—*'“Well, what have
you done?” Bearer — “Dressed the
wound, sir, and gave him a little whus-
key and water.” Surgeon—“Whiskey
and water! How did yvou expect an in-
sensible man to swallow that?” Bear
er—“He axed for't, sir!”—Tit-Bits.

THROUGH SIX CENTURIES.

Long Feud Between Tweo Families
Brought to a Close Amid Mirth.

It is seldom in this workaday age
that one encounters a genuine family
feud, inherited from sire to son through
no less than six centuries. Such a feud
actually existed in the dominions of
Queen Vietoria until a short time ago,
and its final settlement was brought
about by the ingenuousness of a boy of
nine.

The two leading Anglo-Irish families
in Ireland have long been the Fitz-Ger-
alds and the Butlers. From being com-
rades in arms of the invading strong-
bow they became by degrees rival
barons and fierce contestants for the
vice sovereignty of their adopted coun-
try. In the wars of the roses the Dut-
lers sided with the white rose of Lan-
caster, the Fitz-Geralds with the red
rose of York. Factions gathered around
in the two great houses, and the bitter
feud brought forth death and bloodshed
from as early as 1250 down 1o the Wil-
liamite wars. The Butlers, whose chie?
Lad obtained the digmity of earl of
Ormonde, succeeded in crushing the
power of the elder branch of the Fita-
Geralds, earls of Desmond. It is told of
a warlike Desmond that while being
borne prisoner on the locked shields of
his feudal foe’s clansmen the Butlers
taunted him with the bitter words:

“Where is now the proud Fitz-Ger-
ald?”

To which the indomitable eari
swered:

“Fitz-Gerald is where he ought to be
—on the necks of the Butlers.”

This proud reply wiil give an idea o*
the intensity of the strife.

Now, it happened that her majestv’'s
Irish viceroy gave a garden party at the
viceregal lodee at Dublin, and thither
were bidden by accident the marquis of
Ormonde, head of the Butler family,
(familiar to the Americans through his
vachting interests), and the little duke
of Leinster, boyish chieftain of thd
house of Fitz-Gerald. With the duke,
who was not quite eight years of age,
came his widowed mother, one of the
beautiful Duncombe sisters. -

The duchess of Leinster lost sight of
her son for a space, and, in going to
look for the lad, found him engaged in
earnest conversation with a tall, elderly
gentleman, in whom she was surprised
to recognize the marquis of Ormonde.
What was her horror when, on ap-
proaching nearer, she distinetly heard
the youthful Geraldine remark in some-
what slangy phrase:

“Well, T suppose I ought to punch
your head on account of the feud: but
I say, you know, you’re too jolly decent
a chap for that. Can’t we shake hands
and call it square ?

With the utmost gravity Lord Or-
monde grasped the small hand of his
hereditary foe, and when the amused
mother came to congratmlate them on
the happy settlement of 600 years of
bitterness she found the young hopeful
perched, like his famous ancestor. on
the neck of the Butler.—Atlanta Con-
stitution.
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The First Rallroad Iin America.

Gridley Bryant, a civil engiveer, in
1826, projected the first railroad in the
United States. It was built for the pur-
pose of carrying granite from the quar-
ries of Quinecy, Mass.,, to the nearest
tidewater. Its length was four miles,
including branches, and its first cost
$50,000. The sleepers were of stone and
were laid across the track eight feet:
apart. Upon rails of wood, six inches
thick, wrought-iron plates, three inches
wide and a quarter of an inech thick,
were spiked. At the crossings stone
rails were used, and as the wooden
riils became unserviceable they were
replaced by others of stone.—ILadies’
Home Journal.

His Rebuke.

Burner—That was a very nice-look-
ing woman I saw with you at the the-
ater last night. I'm glad vou have at
last shown some taste. Who was she®

Rounder (flushing)—Um! That was
my wife-—Dhiladelphia North Ameri-
pan.

Playing ia Luek.
Parksby—Is yonr son having gvod
luek at college?

Kerzogg--T guess so. He has not sent
foanay mozncy for over three months.—
E@ .Y"_o‘ Jm » : . . ST
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